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Mulberry from the Eyes of a Farm Boy  
By: Rita Rizkala 
 
Before the rooster would crow, 
Mother would wake my brothers and me,  
And hand each of us straw baskets. 
 
“Remember,” she would say, 
“The lighter, the tangier,” 
“The darker, the sweeter.” 
 
And we would set off to the mulberry fields, 
Our bare little feet scampering around 
As the mountains echoed our laughter,  
And the dirt held our wooden ladders. 
 
We would leave the fields around noon, 
Hauling baskets full of berries, 
And as always, our harvest was paid off 
With mother’s fresh mulberry juice, 
And stained sticky hands – a dark red  
 
Like the bloodied hands of the soldier 
I would soon grow up to be.  
 
  ~ 
 
I have held the bodies of my brothers, 
I have heard the mountains holler gun fire, 
I have seen blue skies burn to ashes, 
As the green grass drinks human sap –  
The darker, the sweeter. 
 
I have stomped across many dead fields 
Where the soil has tasted my tears, 
But every time, it is the mulberry tree that taunts, 
“My God, what monster have you become?” 
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My God, what monster have I become? 
My heart’s shackled fists are pounding 
Against my trembling body as he commands, 
“Shoot him! What the hell are you doing, boy? Fire!” 
 
Under the mulberry tree, lays his body, 
His little bare feet covered in dirt, 
A straw basket spilling the harvest, 
Both our hands stained dark red – 
The darker, the sweeter.  
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
2
The John Carroll Review, Vol. 71, Iss. 2 [2018], Art. 35
https://collected.jcu.edu/jcr/vol71/iss2/35
